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	1. Middle of February

Norway did not know why he let Denmark drag him out on such trips like this. Often were they just a spurt of the moment idea that the Danish man had, something he wanted to do right there and then, and he almost always dragged Norway with him.  
>Fair enough, he actually need him this time to do what he wanted to do, but still. Norway did not want to do this. Going to their Viking home was a bad idea.<br>It always was.

Weirdly enough, the countries could access places from the past that should no longer exist. Egypt can go to tombs long lost to the sands, America can find native lands that are no longer inhabited, and Norway can find the Viking villages.  
>The old mead halls, were no songs are no longer sung. The harbours with the Viking ships, with no warriors ready to go and pillage a new place. And Chieftain holds, that no longer have kings to sit on their thrones.<br>Norway can find many of these all over his country, empty and abandoned.

He can also find their old home, the one they had all built together during the Viking era. And since it was on, what was now, Norwegian soil, it was he who had to show the way for others. No one would find it otherwise.  
>Honestly, it was only by chance that it was on his land. The border to Sweden was not far from where the house stood. So, it could easily have been Sweden who would have been the one to take care of the house. He would probably have been the better choice, since he would actually preserve the house better than what Norway had done throughout the years, centuries, millennia's.<p>

When the other Nordics asked how the house was doing did Norway always say that it was still standing as it had done since they built it. Which always made them happy and satisfied to hear.  
>It was the truth, however the house would not make it to the next century, most likely.<br>Norway had sometimes tried to fix leaks in the roof, the draft from the walls and rot in the floor, but he often just gave up. He did not enjoy being in those dimensional pockets where he was reminded of his past, what he used to be, and what the house stood for.

However, he had let it slip while drunk with Denmark that he had not been at the house for years. That he actually did not know if the house was still standing or if the nature had finally claimed it. Denmark, when he remembered this the day after, showed up at Norway's door and said that they are going to their old home next week, and he had to be ready by then.

* * *

><p>So here they were, on skis, walking through the snow and heading off to the house. Their heavy backpacks full with tools and other stuff they will need for the trip. And their cars full of more things they would get when they needed it later.<br>Norway regretted ever telling Denmark about the house since he decided that they would go back there. He did not want to go back. He was not ready.

But, Denmark seemed determined to do this. He was walking fast ahead of Norway, smiling, taking small, short breaks and often reminding Norway that they did not have all day.  
>Norway walked in the same tempo none the less. If maybe he walked slowly enough, Denmark would come to his senses and change his mind.<p>

Why would he want to see the house anyway? He was fine just knowing it was okay before. None of the other Nordics had ever asked to see the house since they had left it.

Nevertheless, they came to the final hill, and Norway knew that after they reached the top should the house be in view.

Norway did not tell this to Denmark. Not wanting to power walk up such a steep hill on skis. So luckily they took it slow as they walked upwards.

As they both took the final step onto the hill could they see the view of the landscape. Where they had come from laid snow covered flat land with slopes here and there, and a forest further back, which they had crossed previously today. Since they had come out of the forest had this hill been the target, and now it was reached. In front of them laid a steep drop, which Norway could guess Denmark was exited to slide down. If the grin on his face was anything to go by. However, further away, almost not visible among all the snow, right by the backwater. There stood the house.

Norway looked at Denmark and saw the glint in his eyes. He was determined to actually do this. Norway could guess he had no way out of this.

Without even saying a word did Denmark start to glide down the steep hill. Norway sighed and followed, having to make sure that the idiot did not hurt himself. Out of the two of them he was the one not used to being on skis.

Getting down to the bottom, could Norway see that Denmark had landed himself in a pile of snow. He sighed yet again, having known that something like this would happen.

"You manage to do the most, don't you?" Norway said to the pile of snow, with skis sticking out from it.

"Hmphdlefnghtr…hbnsdvjlh." Came it from the snow pile.

Norway started taking off Denmark skis before he dug him out of the snow. He had to wonder if Denmark had fallen mid slope and built himself up into a ball on the way down. It was at least how it looked.

After a while did a head pop up from the snow, and Norway was meet with grinning Denmark.

"Hey. You come here often, or?" Denmark said with a flirty face.

Norway rolled his eyes, and started to try to find the man's arms.

After some time searching could Norway take both hands and drag Denmark out of the snow. Denmark freed from his snow imprisonment, shook the reaming snow off him and laughed as he put on his skis again and collected his staffs.

"Wasn't that a fun break Nor?" Denmark said with his usual grin.

"Don't call me that." Norway did not like to be called 'Nor'. He did not know why anymore, he just knew that he got this feeling in his gut that he did not like it.

"Sorry Norway." Denmark said with an apologetic smile and scratched the back of his head.  
>"It's not too far now. Right?" he asked and looked towards where they had seen the house on the top of the hill.<p>

"It's probably no more than 2 hours, if we walk in the same tempo we have been going in up to now." Norway said as he also looked towards the distance where they would eventually find to the house.

"Great!" was all Denmark said until he started to walk even faster than before towards their destination.

Norway sighed again and started to follow.

* * *

><p>They reached the house with half an hour to spare, however, Norway was exhausted, and Denmark did not sound any better.<br>They looked at the house, and Norway honestly thought that the house did not look all that bad. It was worse since the last time he had been here, but the house was standing.  
>Most of the outer walls had started to rot and the turf roof was sprouting trees… that was not good. The storehouse, the cowshed, the stable and the boathouse looked much like the house. Rotten, damaged, or even collapse.<br>Norway took back what he had thought about things not being so bad. Repairing all this was going to take more time than wat thy had.

They first tried the key to house so that they could open the front door, but it would not turn around properly, probably too rusted. They had locked the door out of habit, back in the days a good sturdy lock was a necessity…well it still was. Every time era had thieves.  
>They gave up trying to open the front door, not wanting to break it and headed for the back door.<br>With the back door they found more luck. The key would still not turn, but the door feel down when Denmark had been wrestling with the key in the lock.

The first thing they saw when they came inside was that the fireplace in the middle of the room was starting to fall apart. The stones that mad up the wall so that embers would not fall on the floor had fallen from their places.  
>The next thing they saw, or rather smelled, was how rotten everything was. They could peel pieces of the wood off the walls. The benches, the walls and most of the roof, it all was ready to start falling apart.<p>

They went up to the loft, and it was as expected. The roots of the trees had come through the roof and were hanging around. They knew that only the house alone would be difficult to repair.

Norway wondered how they were supposed to fix the house. It would be easier to just build a new one. However, Denmark would never agree to do that. Though that could be what they would have to do in the end.

They then went outside to look at the other buildings to see how they were doing. Starting with the storehouse.

The storehouse was perhaps the only building they had to do the least with.  
>Back in the days had they made the base out of good sturdy stones. So they had to go up some steps to get inside. Also, thanks to the big roof, the lock was that rusted and they could open the door with almost no problem. Luckily had they emptied the storehouse last time they were here, knowing it would be a long time until they would come back, if ever.<br>Denmark seemed pleased with the state of the storehouse and went on to the cowshed and the stable.

The cowshed and the stable had both collapsed, was what they could both guess, or they had built the buildings less taller than what they could remember. The thick layer of snow had a roof and poles sticking out from it.  
>Norway and Denmark knew that this was going to be a lot of work to do. Luckily or not so luckily, had they had not come on horses.<p>

The last thing they looked at was the boathouse.  
>Already from the outside could they see that it had a lot of damage to it. There were holes in the roof since it did not have a turf roof and the doors were mostly off the hinges. Norway dreaded to see how the ships were doing.<p>

They took off their skis and walked inside slowly.

The ships seemed to be doing okay, though they all needed a layer or two with pine tar. Sweden's ship was probably in the best condition out of all of them, the only thing really having to be done was make some new oars and shields.  
>Demark's ship defiantly needed to be repaired here and there. The outside of the ship had cracked a few places all around, and the mast was looking a little worse for wear.<br>Finland's ship had lost its head figure. So a new one had to be carved and put on.  
>On Norway's ship it was not the ship itself that had damage. The sail, the oars, the ropes and the iron nails was what needed to be replaced. Lastly, there was Iceland's ship.<br>When Norway and Denmark had first looked at it had they though that it was much like Sweden's, but then, Norway noticed the keel, and his heart drooped.  
>Maybe they had not been careful enough when they had stored the ship inside the boathouse or maybe it was an animal or termites. But the fact was that the keel was too damaged to ever let the ship sail again.<p>

Norway wanted to hide some place. It was his responsibility to take care of this place, and he had let it get to such a state. The house was falling apart, Iceland's ships was in crap condition and the stable and cowshed had already collapsed. The only thing standing was the storehouse.  
>He could have asked for help so that this would not have happened, but he had just thought that he would manage to do it by himself someday.<br>And now, he and Denmark had only about three or maybe four months to do everything. They had no chance, and yet, now Norway felt like he had to do this, for his own personal sake and for the others who he had failed.

Denmark seemed to notice how Norway was beating himself up over everything. He hugged Norway and then he looked at him in the face and grinned.

"Ready to get started?"

* * *

><p>Yes yes, hello. ^^<br>This is my first chapter to my first multi chapter fic. I hope you liked the start and that you will continue reading the next chapters to come. I'm very exited to continue on this and I feel inspired to finish it as well.

*I have tried to fix some small mistakes I found so I have re-written and re-uploaded it.*

Thanks to my beta reader: BlessYou. you are amesome!

Word count: 2201  
>Stress level: 3 of 10.<br>happiness level: 9 of 10.

Word explanation.  
>Backwater: A part of a river where the water moves slowly because it is away from the main part of the river.<br>Keel: The spine of a ship or a boat. the piece holding it together.


	2. The day after arrival

Morning had not come fast enough for Norway.

After they had arrived yesterday had Denmark been walking back and forth between all the buildings and laid plans for how they would get everything done. By the time it was starting to get dark had he not done a single thing, except for plan. Though he meant now that he knew all that had to be done to this place and when it had to be done.  
>Norway on the other hand had collected firewood and found out where it would be best to sleep through the night.<p>

At first, Norway had thought he would just watch Denmark do nothing than walk back and forth, creating more and more paths everywhere, but after a while had it started to make him irritated. Collecting firewood and arranging the sleeping spot had helped him somewhat calm down his emotions, but not enough. Seeing Denmark being so invested in this place just made Norway feel annoyed for some reason.

When the time came for them to sleep, had Norway wanted to light the fireplace in the house, since it was there they would be sleeping. However, Denmark meant that they should save the firewood they had until they had enough to keep it going thru the night _and_ the day.

Norway as a result, had been shivering the whole night. Even though there had been no wind, and his sleeping bag was supposed to tolerate minus degrees had he been cold throughout the night, giving him little sleep.

So yes, the morning could not come fast enough. But with a new day, would new things most certainly happen.

* * *

><p>At the sun's first light had Denmark wanted to get started right away. He had been halfway out the door before Norway dragged him back by the jacket neck so that he would at least eat breakfast.<br>Which might have been a mistake for Norway to do, for now Denmark intended to tell him the whole plan about what they would be doing the rest of the month.

"Okay, the plan is like this. We start to dig out the stable and the cowshed today, so that when it gets warmer it will melt faster. Then we'll head back to the car and get the pulks1, and load them up with all we'll need for this month. We should be back today before dark. Then we'll collect more firewood so that we can have a fire going inside here the hour around. The next days to come, we'll be chopping down trees, so that when it becomes warm enough we can start right away with fixing the outside of the house. For the meantime, we'll let the trees on the roof just stay there, in case the roof goes with the trees when we take them down. And the boats can wait until April, when we we'll have more time. Sounds good? Right?" Denmark said enthusiastically while eating his breakfast.

"Are you sure that we will have enough time to dig out the stable _and_ the cowshed _today_, and_ then_ go to the car and back here before it gets dark?" Norway asked sceptical.

"If we start now then there should be no problem." Denmark said.  
>He grinned as he stood up and took his shovel from the backpack and headed out the doorway.<p>

Norway took two more minutes to finish eating and drinking some more coffee, still feeling cold from his sleepless night.

Then he too got up, took his shovel and headed to where the stable and the cowshed used to stand.

* * *

><p>Shovelling snow is heavy work. Especially when the shovels being used are not that long and when you get deeper down, it gets heavier. And shovelling snow makes one extremely warm and sweaty too, making the whole experience just unpleasant. No, having to shovel snow was not something Norway missed to do. He was happy that humans made more practical tools for jobs such as these, like the snow blower and digging machines. It was just too bad that they were four hours away from a road and another two hours away from a town or a city.<p>

However, even though Norway found it tiring to dig up snow, so that the cowshed would come into view, did not Denmark feel the same. For every third break Norway took, did Denmark take one. He dug and dug, with a smile on his face. He believed that restoring this place was what truly had to be done.  
>But when you spend all your energy too fast, a slap back is what's going to happen eventually.<p>

By the time they were done with the cowshed and had started digging up the stable did it not take many minutes before Denmark hit the ground.

"Has shovelling snow become harder during the years I have not done it, or have I just become weak?" Denmark panted out .

"You used up all your energy on the cowshed. I doubt now that we will be able to do everything today as you planed. We have already used too much time to be able to walk to the car and back." Norway said as he studied the sky.

"What do you mean? It's hours until the sun sets." Denmark asked confused.

"Not only have you forgot how to conserve energy, but also that the sun sets earlier in my country during the winter months." Norway said as he started to walk back to the house.

"SHIT!" was all that came from Denmark.

He stayed in the snow as Norway left.

Norway knew that it was his fault that Denmark's plan had not worked out. He could have told him this morning about the polar night2 period and he could also have told Denmark to take it easy when he was digging.  
>But Norway was still standing at a crossroad, yet to decide which way to go. Help all he could with this place, with no complain, object to this and be absolutely no help here, until they finally left, or just stand at the crossroad, not fighting against it, but not being helpful either. Right now, he could not choose.<p>

When Norway got back to the house did he use some time to collect more firewood from the forest, and after enough was collected, did he make a fire inside.  
>At first, his plan was to make coffee, but he though against it. They would not be going back to the car today and probably not tomorrow either, so he should conserve what he had.<p>

* * *

><p>Two hours later, after the sun had set, did Norway start to get a little worried. Denmark had not come back to the house after they had finished digging out the cowshed. He had not seen him once while he had been gathering the wood either.<br>It was probably time to check if he was still alive.

"Radio 1. Are you there?" Norway asked into his walky-talky.  
>He listened for a while, but there came no answer. It was only him and the silence.<br>"Radio 1. Denmark are you there?" Norway tried again.  
>Yet again, there was only silence.<p>

Norway, feeling worried and annoyed took on his skis again and headed out to where he left Denmark previously today.

Norway could not believe what he saw when he reached the cowshed, and the stable that was supposed to be covered in snow. Denmark was digging the stable out, alone in the dark with only a flash light as help for the darkness, and he was almost done.  
>Norway was not sure what he felt when he saw the determined look on Denmark's face, but he knew that he at least felt bad about having not helped out.<p>

He took another step forward, when he suddenly noticed something weird under his left ski. It was Denmark's walky-talky… now Norway only felt annoyed.

"I see you have been busy." Norway said loudly down to Denmark.

Denmark seemed to flinch when he heard Norway, thinking he was still alone. He looked up, and when he saw Norway did he grin.

"Norway? I though you left."

"I did."

"But you came back."

"Because you cannot seem to answer your walky-talky!" Norway said a little louder, and threw the walky-talky down to him.

Denmark seemed to get an embarrassed grin on his face as he scratched the back of his head.

"Sorry nor. I forgot that I left it up there…" Denmark said apologetic.

"Don't call me nor!" Norway shouted out.  
>"You can stay here and dig all night for all I care! This was all your plan anyway!" Norway said bitterly.<p>

He walked in a fast tempo back to the house. Behind him he could hear Denmark calling after him, but like hell he would listen to that fool.

Back at the house he tore off his skis, left some firewood onto the fire and struggled himself into his sleeping bag.

It could not have been more than five minutes later that Denmark came inside.  
>Norway made sure to not move an inch, keep his breath slow and not open his eyes. He was done talking to Denmark for today.<p>

Norway could hear some rustling from a sleeping bag and then it went quiet for a while.

"Sorry Norway… I hope you sleep well."

And not long after that did Norway fall asleep.

* * *

><p>Norway woke up in what might be one of the worst way to wake up. Feeling cold.<br>He first looked to the fireplace to see if it might have gone out, but though there was no fire, the embers still glowed warm and alluring. And though his sleeping bag might be old, it was nothing wrong with it. So he should not be feeling so cold.

He looked over to where Denmark was sleeping to see if he might feel this chill too, but no. He slept soundly. Norway huffed out in annoyance and turned his face back to the mouldy wall.

It could be that Denmark was cold too, but having been digging the whole day he was probably too tired to notice it.

Norway twisted and turned, not being able to find warmth. If he were going to get no sleep the whole time they were here, he would not be able to do anything anyway. Why not leave then?  
>He still felt terrible about the way this place had become, especially the ships. If there was one thing he wanted to actually do it was to repair them, but he could not do that with no sleep. The best thing was to come back in the summer, why Denmark wanted to do this now was beyond him.<p>

"You're cold, right?" Denmark's voice suddenly said.

Norway turned to him and saw that he was staring at him, unblinking.

"I really hope that you have not started to talk in your sleep again… it was creepy when you did." Norway said. Looking at Denmark's gaze.

"I stopped doing that after the war." Denmark said with a weird tone of pride in it, and then finally blinked.

Norway sat up in his sleeping bag and put a log on the embers.

"That is not too long ago." Norway pointed out as he looked back at Denmark.

"Not for the humans and especially not for us." Denmark said with a downcast sad smile. He cleared his throat and also sat up in his sleeping bag."  
>"You're cold. Right?" he asked again.<p>

"I am." Norway said while his hands trembled.

"You always were when we lived here. We all found it strange that you, which lived on these lands, could not keep warm." Denmark said as he started to poke the log with a stick.

"I never felt cold at night before we built this place…" Norway said more and more quietly.

"You don't like this place do you?" Denmark asked as if he did not need an answer to know.

"I don't" was all Norway said.

They stayed like that. Making the embers into fire again, long dark shadows danced on their faces as there came more light into the room.

"Sorry about… you know." Denmark said trying to apologise.

"Just try harder not to use _that_ nickname."

"I will!" Denmark said, having cheered up.

Norway smiled a little. He did not know why, and he doubted that Denmark could see it anyway, so it did not matter.

"You wanna share the sleeping bag with me?" Denmark asked.  
>"Just so that you will not feel so cold, I mean nothing else with it." He quickly added.<p>

The countries had long ago found out that it was not a good thing to be in relationships with each other. With all the politics and unions and other stuff it just brought sorrow and a feeling of betrayal in the end when they found out that it was for the best not to be together after all.  
>Many countries had been stubborn and tirelessly tried to show that it could work between countries, Norway and Denmark had been like that. However, just like history repeated itself, did the tragedy of this too do.<br>Norway and Denmark knew that there could never be anything between them again.

"I doubt I'll feel warmer, but there is a chance in trying."

They cuddled up on Denmark's bench and he soon feel back into sleep. Norway did not. He could still not feel any warmth, just the bitter cold.

He knew that the mission they were here on would be tiresome, and in the end, it might not be worth it. However, he would try a little at least.

* * *

><p>Tanks for reading chapter two of From winter to summer. I would have posted this chapter a little earlier, but internet connection issues…<br>It was fun writing this chapter, but I'm not sure if it came through how I wanted it…

Posting time for the chapters might be around Monday GMT +2. Or whenever I finish it. Though I will try to stick with Mondays.

Thanks as always to BlessYou for reading through the chapter for me.

Word count: 2277  
>Stress level: 5 of 10<br>Happiness: 6 of 10

Word explanation.  
>1. a pulk is a form of sled which you use to drag stuff with you when going on long ski trips or to have small kids in.<br>2. Polar night is when it's dark during the day time. The opposite of midnight sun.


End file.
